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headquarters of this company of gendarmerie was. It
was Sir Henry Tudor's old headquarters. I believe
that it was on Mount Scopus that the Emperor Titus
pitched his camp when he besieged Jerusalem.

It got dark, and what with the fog and cloud I could
hardly see anything. Then I phoned up Flying Officer
Andrews, in charge of the Armoured Car Section at
Jerusalem, and he said he would send out a Rolls.
The officers of the company of gendarmerie consisted
of a Major whom I did not see, Captain Burke, and two
Lieutenants. I had a spot of tea and a whisky. They
had quite a nice little Mess of wooden huts, some of
them lined outside with petrol tins filled with earth.

Jerusalem is all on hills, and the ground sloped
away from Mount Scopus and up again to Jerusalem.
I heard the grunting of the Rolls outside on the gravel,
and on going outside I saw the misty glare of its head-
lights. I left the Padre and we purred away. An
armoured car is the most desperate thing to sit on.
You are squashed into a sort of biscuit box in the back
and are in imminent danger of falling off at the corners.
The fog was awful and we had to go dead slow for fear
of getting off the road. In one part they were making
it up, and had left three motor rollers at intervals along
the roadside without any lights. There was one place
where the road turned sharply round at the bottom of
a steep hill and over a little bridge crossing a wadu
A filthy place in a fog. I could not help wondering
what would happen if we shot off the road, which we
apparently nearly did more than once; only pulling
up with much grinding of brakes. We eventually got
on to the landing ground and wandered about guided
by voices in the obscurity, trying to find the aeroplanes.